
Knives to grind, Razors or ScifTa 
to grind ? 
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The Cries of London* 

^ Thou, whate’er thy name, in feleft 

I I abodes, _ i 

Who grind’ll the Knives of Jove and 

all the Gods, 

Smooth let my Verfes Sow as oil, 

rather, - 

tike thine own Razor-Strap o, greaz/ 

leather; • r 

Sharp be their edge, as edge 
lharpeft knife. 

That in thefe moral pages to the Ii e 
I may defcry, and clofely trim each 

truth, . r 

And be the W halftone to the riling 

youth. 


